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	1. Chapter 1

RWBY: Time Paradox

** This is my first fic, so please go easy on me. Constructive criticism is greatly appreciated, flames will be ignored and left to die from lack of fuel. This first chapter will mostly be setting up for the main story, so we really won't be seeing much of the main characters. Beware, as this chapter contains spoilers for Volume 3, although I changed a few things to better fit the story. I hope you enjoy, now on with the show!**

**I do not own RWBY. That work of genius is owned by Roosterteeth and is the brainchild of the late Monty Oum. May he rest in peace.**

Chapter One:

"Do you believe in destiny?"

Cinder paused, seeming deep in thought. Of all the things Pyrrha could have said, she wasn't expecting this. Still, she didn't have to think to hard about her reply. After all, wasn't she destined to be the next Fall Maiden? Wasn't she destined to victory over Beacon, and all of Vale? The answer was obvious, really. Narrowing her eyes, she replied with one simple word.

"Yes." With that one simple word, she let loose the arrow she had aimed right at Pyrrha's heart. _Foolish girl, you really should've worn more armor, _she thought. The arrow struck Pyrrha right in her chest, piercing her heart. For added measure, Cinder used her semblance to disintegrate her body. Meanwhile, Ruby arrived at the top of the tower they were on, too late to save her friend. Cinder noticed her out of the corner of her eye. _There she is, _she thought. She was no fool. In her research on the Four Maidens, she had come across another legend, one about the ancient warriors with silver eyes. She knew that if she was to be truly victorious, then she would do well to eliminate this girl immediately.

Turning her attention to the young, red cloaked huntress in training, she immediately launched a full scale assault on her. Ruby, still in shock over the death of Pyrrha, barely had any time to dodge her attacks. Cinder knew that she couldn't let her awaken her hidden power, one granted only to those with silver eyes, so she kept pressing her attack. Ruby used her semblance to keep on the defensive, but she was hopelessly outclassed. Seeing that she was no match for Cinder, she tried to flee. Unfortunately for her, Cinder cut off her only escape.

"Where do you think you're going?" Cinder taunted. Ruby glared at her. With the power of the Fall Maiden, she was hopelessly outclassed, and she knew it. But one question weighed on her mind, above all else.

"Why? Why are you doing this?" demanded Ruby. Cinder smirked. Almost immediately after, she started laughing.

"Why? You want to know why? It's because of people like Ozpin, people like Ironwood, people like _you_! You all think you're so special, safe behind your walls, safe behind your laws, safe behind your huntsmen and huntresses! You all are living a lie, and you huntsmen and huntresses are prime examples of it! I'm simply exposing the lie, and showing everyone the truth! No one is safe, not in Vale, not in Atlas, not even in Beacon!" With that final word, Cinder summoned the full power of the Fall Maiden, and channeled it into her semblance, launching it into a wide ranging assault on her opponent. Ruby could only close her eyes as the attack overtook her, disintegrating every particle of her being. Soon, there remained nothing left of her. Cinder, seeing that she had won, summoned the Grimm Dragon and rode it onto the battlefield, eliminating all opposition. Nothing, and no one, could stand in her way.

Meanwhile, Adam had defeated both Blake and Yang, removing Yang's right arm up to her elbow in a single blow. He rallied together the all of White Fang soldiers he could find, and together they pressed their advantage. While the AI soldiers had been taken out of commission, thanks to Ruby, the combined assault of the White Fang and the Grimm was too much for the tired and weary defenders, who were already exhausted from having to fight a battle on three fronts.

_This is all too easy, _thought Adam, as he cut through human and faunus alike. While he took no joy in killing any faunus, he would not tolerate any opposition to his goal. The humans will pay for all of the suffering the faunus has been put through, he would see to that. As for any faunus who sided with the humans, they were just as guilty as the humans.

Suddenly, Adam found himself thinking of Blake. He could still see her face, wearing a mask of anger and sadness. Once, those emotions were directed towards the humans, or so he thought. _Blake, were you really for the humans all this time? Why? _These questions haunted him as he could still see the anger, the sadness, and the revulsion on her face as she looked at him. Why? Why was she siding with the humans? Where had the determined warrior that he knew and loved gone? Ever since that day on the train, he had asked himself that same question over and over again. But it didn't matter anymore. The Blake he loved is dead. She died that day on the train. This Blake was nothing more than another traitor to their kind, and as such needed to be treated like one.

As he thought on these things, he noticed the very subject of his thoughts dragging herself along the ground with one arm. In her other, she was dragging the blonde human girl that tried to attack him. _Even in the end, you still try to help these humans. You truly are dead to me, traitor. _As he began to take aim at her with Blush, his rifle/sheath combo, he was suddenly struck in the side by a large war hammer. Turning to see what hit him, he saw an orange haired human bearing down on him, readying another strike with her hammer. He raised Wilt to deflect her attack, but he did not anticipate the strength of her strike. _She's much stronger than she looks. I would do well not to underestimate her._ Deciding to end this quickly, he sheathed his blade, preparing to finish her in a single draw. As she came in for another strike, he drew his blade, but before he could kill her he found his sword blocked by another blade. This sword was wielded by a blond human. Adam stepped back to better assess the situation. As he did, he noticed another human joining the first two, ready to face him. This human had black hair with a pink bang on one side. _These humans are really starting to annoy me,_ he thought. He raised Wilt, and began his attack.

Winter Shnee charged her way through the battlefield, eliminating any Grimm or White Fang soldiers in her path. To say that progress was slow would be an understatement. The White Fang all seemed to target her in particular whenever they saw her, simply because she was a Shnee. Inwardly, she cursed her father. Were it not for him, and his poor treatment of the Faunus, then maybe she wouldn't have such a big target on her. As she cut through her enemies she saw her little sister surrounded by several large Grimm. Quickly, she activated her semblance and, using a haste glyph, she dashed towards the nearest Grimm. With all of their attention focused on Weiss, they were slow to react. By the time they even realized she was there, the two sisters cut down the last of the Grimm.

"Where are the rest of your team?" she asked Weiss.

"Ruby went up on the tower to try to save Pyrrha from Cinder, I don't know where the others are," she replied. _Cinder, that name sounds familiar. Could that be the woman who brought the Grimm into Vale? _But now was not the time for questions. Now was the time to fight, and survive.

"Come on, we need to find your team," Winter told her. Suddenly, they heard a roar come from the tower. Turning, they saw the large Grimm Dragon descending from the tower, with Cinder on its back.

"Cinder. But, that means, Pyrrha, and Ruby... no..." beside her, Weiss was beginning to grow pale, paler than she already was. Barely pulling her out of the way of a lunging Beowolf, she killed it and turned to her panicking sister.

"Weiss! Now is not the time! Focus on the matter at hand! Your leader is probably dead, your first priority should be to find the rest of your team and regroup! You told me that you were the second in command of your team. With your leader gone, you are now the leader. So act like one!" While her words were cold, they were in no way any less true. This was a battle, and in battle there is no room for grief, or hesitation, or any other emotion. Emotions got you killed. She had seen it before, fighting Grimm. She has seen it here, in this battle. She just had to rescue Weiss from a mere Beowolf, not even an Alpha, because her emotions were getting the best of her. Weiss knew it, too. She could see it in her eyes, along with the determination to make it through this battle.

"You're right. Thank you, Winter," and with those words, Weiss Shnee left to find the rest of her team.

As Weiss fought the Grimm and the White Fang, she kept a sharp eye out for Yang and Blake. Although she would never admit it, she had grown to be quite fond of Ruby. Sure, she was a real dolt at times, and she tended to be too impulsive for her liking, but even so there was just something about her. Perhaps it was her childlike innocence, or her willingness to look past the fault in others, or... _No, I cannot think of this right now. Winter is right, now is not the time. I cannot afford to have tears blur my vision, or grief cloud my mind. If we are going to survive this, then my emotions will just have to wait. _With renewed determination, she continued to fight. Eventually, she spotted Blake dragging an unconscious Yang, but, something was wrong. Blake was bleeding heavily from her side, and... no. No, this can't be right. Is that an arm she's carrying? And, that yellow gauntlet on it... one look at Yang confirmed her fears. Her right arm was missing up to her elbow. Blake saw Weiss, and together they continued to drag the unconscious Yang.

"What happened?" asked Weiss.

"I ran into Adam. We fought, and I lost. Yang tried to help, but..." she held up Yang's severed arm by way of reply.

"We need to get her to safety. She needs medical attention, and so do you." Blake looked like she wanted to argue, but it was obvious she wasn't fine. Instead, she just nodded, then asked the one question Weiss was dreading.

"Where's Ruby?" Weiss merely hung her head in reply. Blake was shocked, but her shock quickly gave way to sadness. Ruby, gone? This can't be happening. But now was not the time to dwell on that. Safety first, grief second.

Looking up, Weiss saw the rest of team JNPR fighting Adam, or who she assumed to be Adam. To say they weren't faring well would be an understatement. As she watched, he decapitated Nora, then stabbed Ren as he tried to attack him from behind. Jaune, surprisingly, was still standing. _It looks like all of those training sessions with Pyrrha are really paying off for him, _Weiss thought. But as she watched, Jaune mistimed his block, and Adam capitalized on his mistake, cutting a deep gash in his side. Jaune tried to land a wild strike, but Adam just kicked him back. Raising his sword, Jaune ran at him, hoping to end the fight. Adam merely raised Blush and shot his hand. Jaune's sword flew out of his hand, spinning through the air. Too late, Weiss realized where it was heading. Before she could call out a warning, the sword planted itself in Yang's heart. She gasped once, then breathed her last. Weiss and Blake could only stare in shock at the now dead Yang in their arms. A second shot snapped them out of their stupor. They looked up in time to see Jaune fall down, a hole now in his skull. Adam sees them and takes aim once more. Fortunately, several Griffins landed in between Adam and the two remaining members of team RWBY. Seeing their chance, Weiss gave the one order she could think of.

"Run!" And run they did. Weiss never ran so hard in her life. Her heart was pounding, her chest hurt, but she dared not slow down for fear for her life. Blake was having a difficult time keeping up due to her injury, but Weiss pulled her alongside her, keeping her going. They could not afford to delay, they dared not even take the time to look behind them, for any delay meant death. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, they saw the airship that was loading the wounded. Sun and Neptune were there, waving everyone through, as well as defending them from the occasional Grimm or White Fang soldier. The moment they saw the two huntresses, they ran over to help them. Sun was especially worried when he saw Blake, but they just waved of the boys questions, insisting they get into the airship.

As they were boarding, a shot rang out. Neptune, who had brought up the rear, suddenly went limp, revealing that he had taken a lethal hit. Sun cried out, but a second shot barely missed him, preventing him from going to him. One look showed that it was Adam firing at them. Several members of the White Fang came to aid him in firing at the survivors, and a few were killed. Finally, they managed to get the doors closed, and began to flee. A few airships were destroyed by Nevermores and Griffins, but most managed to escape. Weiss looked back one last time at Beacon, or what was left of it, and thought back to all that she had lost in the battle. Nearly everyone she had come to know in her time there is now dead. Her sister is still somewhere out there on the battlefield, Blake is badly wounded, and Neptune, the man she had fallen in love with... she could still see his glazed eyes in her mind, as he fell to the ground. She would never forgive Adam for killing him. Adam, leader of the White Fang, is the man responsible for the deaths of her friends. But Cinder, she was the one who came to Beacon, gained their trust, and killed Ruby and Pyrrha. Without Cinder, and her two cohorts Mercury and Emerald, none of this would've happened. _I swear, no matter how long it takes, you will pay, Cinder. You, and everyone who helped you._

Adam watched as the airships escaped out of their range of fire. A shame, as he had really wanted to kill that Shnee girl. But no matter. There would be time enough for that later. He gave the order to cease fire, and check the downed airships for survivors. Anyone lucky enough to survive the crash, as well as any Grimm, were to be executed on the spot.

"A bit harsh, don't you think?" said a sultry voice behind him. Turning, he saw the source to be Cinder. Flanking her, as always, were Mercury and Emerald. Although these three humans disgusted him, he did not let it show. _Best not to make them raise their guard. Not yet. Wait for your opportunity, then strike._

"Perhaps, but I will not allow them to escape. I want to send a message, so the whole world will see that we are the ones in power, now." Cinder seemed to smile a bit at that. But then, she frowned.

"What of those that escaped? What will you do about them?" _Tell her what she wants to hear. Put her at ease, make her lower her guard._

"Let them go for now. When others hear how powerful we are, they will be afraid. But the survivors on the ground must die. We can't appear too merciful, can we?" That answer seemed to satisfy Cinder. Finally she seemed to relax a little, and began to smile.

"Yes, I suppose you're right. Now that I possess the full power of the Fall Maiden, I am completely unstoppable! Today is just the beginning. Soon, all of Remnant shall be bowing at my feet!" _Yes, that's right, go ahead and gloat, human. Lower your guard for me._

"You're right. Today is just the beginning." Quickly, he spun on his heel, unsheathing Wilt as he did so. Cinder, completely off guard, was cut down in one strike. The other members of the White Fang, taking their cue, killed Mercury and Emerald before they could react. Re-sheathing his blade, he gave one last glance to Cinder's body.

"Today is the beginning for the White Fang. Today, we start to take our rightful place as rulers of Remnant. The humans will pay for all of the suffering the faunus have endured. But that future doesn't include you." With that said, he ordered his troops to prepare to leave. They had preperations to make before they mounted their assault on the rest of Vale. But it was only a matter of time before all of Remnant was under their control. For the first time in what felt like years, Adam allowed himself a small smile.

**I know, I know, I'm a monster. Here we are, still recovering from the shock of Volume 3, and I go and make things worse by killing nearly everyone! But trust me when I say that it's important. This is a story about time travel, remember? Before I go, let me make a couple of things clear. Since we know almost nothing about Salem, other than she has the same voice actress as Cortana (possible crossover? Hmm), I will not be including her in this story. For the purposes of this story, Cinder is the mastermind, as we were led to believe in Volumes 1 and 2. Also, I know I was a little light on character description. Since this chapter contains several spoilers for the end of Volume 3, I didn't bother, as I'm assuming that most people who decided to go ahead and read this have already seen it. If you haven't, or if you are new to RWBY, then I apologize. I will be adding more description in the next chapter, as well as introducing the main characters of this story. If you'd like, please leave a review, as I would really like to know what you think of this story so far. Remember, I don't know where to improve if nobody tells me!**


	2. Chapter 2

RWBY: Time Paradox

** Hey guys and girls, I'm back! In only a day after posting my very first chapter I've already gotten some positive feedback! I'm super excited! I want to give a very big thank you to CyberFan479 and Railsaraki3 for following my story, as well as bonus points to Railsaraki3 for doing everything possible to inflate my ego. This chapter is going to start off pretty dark, as it focuses on my first OC, who comes from the future of chapter one, and it will finish setting up for the main story, which starts next chapter. This author's note is getting pretty long, so just read the author's note at the bottom to clear up any questions about John's semblance. Now on with the story!**

**Sorry for the false update. I accidentally posted the first chapter again. Oops!**

** I do not own RWBY. If I did, Volume 3 wouldn't have ended the way it did, and Arkos and Renora would definitely be a thing.**

Chapter Two:

The city of Vale. It was once a beautiful place, teaming with life, and activity, and all of the normal signs of a busy and prosperous city. Now, instead, it is a city of fear, with White Fang soldiers patrolling the streets, public executions are a daily thing, and Grimm attacks are frequent. The humans who live there live in constant fear, as there is at least one human executed every day, as an "example" to others. Any faunus suspected of giving any kind of aid to a human, is brutally beaten before being publicly executed, and that's if they're lucky. More often than not, these faunus "traitors" are tortured, or worse, to the point that death itself is a mercy. This is Vale, under the leadership of Adam Taurus.

Johnathon Flint, grandson of Weiss Shnee, was growing up in a cave deep in the heart of the Emerald forest. While Weiss had been reluctant to come here at first, since it was so close to Vale, the survivors of the Fall of Vale, as it had come to be known to the survivors, had agreed that it was best if they never stay in one place for too long. It had been some time before Weiss had opened her heart to love again, but it eventually happened. The 5'3" woman with white hair and ice blue eyes was strong for someone in her early 50's, but then again, one had to be to endure the life she had. Even so, her husband, Richard, had a way of making her feel like she didn't always have to be the strong one. Perhaps it was his eyes, a warm green that held the serenity of a forest. Or maybe it was his smile, like he was always aware of some private joke that only he knew. He was even skilled in combat, being one of the combatants at the Vytal Festival tournament that fateful day. He excelled in the use of a katana, and had mastered an ancient and nearly forgotten style of combat that allowed it's user to take on many opponents at once. He referred to it as the Hiten Mitsurugi style, and he was already teaching John how to use it. Also, he was one of the few people to have a generational semblance, meaning that his semblance is passed down from parent to child, instead of being unique to the individual. His semblance was the ability to create a clone opposite of his position, meaning that his clone always faced him, and mirrored his movements exactly.

The two eventually had a son, and imagine their surprise when his semblance didn't match either of theirs! Instead of glyphs, or mirror clones, he had the ability to mimic his mother's haste glyph, only without actually summoning one. His ability to suddenly be able to glide at high speeds was useful for scouting new hideouts. He eventually fell in love and married Maria, a girl who, surprisingly, also had a generational semblance, the ability to create portals. In time, she gave birth to John.

Eight year old John was wandering through the forest with his best friend Rachel. Rachel was a young cat faunus and the granddaughter of Blake Belladonna. The 5'6" black haired cat faunus had eventually married Sun Wukong, a tanned 6' blond haired monkey faunus. Unlike her grandmother, Rachel preferred to let her cat ears be seen. Rachel had dark hair like her mother and grandmother, and was currently wearing a jean skirt and a plain black tee shirt. John was wearing a black tee shirt as well, only he wore a light blue jacket over it, and wore jean pants. He had dark hair like his grandfather, but he had a single lock of snow white hair near his temple.

The two friends knew they weren't supposed to go wondering without adults. But all of the adults were being boring, their attention focused on some boring looking designs and talking about boring plans for some weird machine. All they would say whenever asked to play was "not right now, maybe later" or "I'm very busy right now, can't you ask someone else?" So, left on their own, they took off for a bit of adventure. They had seen the Grimm a few times, so they swiped a couple of daggers that someone had left lying around, thinking that they could take on any Grimm they encountered, and they knew nothing of the White Fang, as they were considered too young to know the truth yet. So, without fear, they wandered through the forest, talking, laughing, and playing as young children so often tend to do.

It was by some miracle that they did not encounter any Grimm. They eventually came upon the outskirts of Vale, near a section of wall that was unguarded. Seeing a tree growing near the wall, they noticed a branch extending close enough to the wall that they could use it to get over and explore the city. Deciding that this would be a wonderful adventure, they climbed over the wall and started wondering about the city. It didn't take long for them to notice that something wasn't right. Everyone kept staring at them in shock, or horror, or a mixture of the two. Nobody would come near them, and whenever they tried to approach someone, they were always chased away. Just as they decided to go back home, where at least they were accepted, some strange men in uniforms and Grimm masks noticed them, and began to chase them.

They ran from these strange men, going as fast as their legs could carry them. Just as they were turning a corner, John slipped, causing him to fall. Rachel helped him up, but they lost valuable time. Quickly, they looked around, before noticing a window that someone had left open. They were too short to reach it, so Rachel decided to help John up, with the plan being for him to then pull her up. Just as he made it inside, the White Fang soldiers came around the corner and noticed Rachel. Before John could lean out of the window to help her up, he was grabbed from behind by a pair of strong, elderly hands. The elderly hands pulled him back, one hand covering his mouth, the other grabbing his dagger and holding it to his throat. The message was clear, _make one wrong move, make any noise, and you're dead. _Meanwhile, the soldiers had reached Rachel.

"Well, well, well. What do we have here? A little traitor, hiding a human? Where did you put the human, traitor?"

Rachel was confused. "Traitor? I don't understand. Who am I betraying?" she asked. The soldiers just gaped at her, before growing angry.

"What do you mean you don't know? By helping humans, you're a traitor to your own kind! For years, the humans have oppressed the Faunus! That's why they should never be helped!" the soldier ranted. Rachel was confused. Sure, some of the people back home could be rude to her and her family, but most of them were nice. Plus, she and Jack were best friends, and he's human. Even Ms. Weiss was usually pretty nice, in her own way, although she could be a bit stuffy at times. What these soldiers were saying just didn't make sense.

"The humans I know are pretty nice. Can I go now?" she asked, hoping they would just let her go.

"No, you're staying here. You two, search everywhere for the human boy!" the first soldier ordered.

"Yes sir!" With that reply, the two soldiers began to search the surrounding homes for John. Meanwhile, the elderly woman holding John slowly began to back up, keeping the dagger blade near his throat, as a warning to stay silent. After a moment, she activated a hidden panel in the wall behind them. John could faintly hear a section of the wall slide in on itself. She backed into the space, taking John with her. After a moment, the wall slid back into place, leaving them in darkness. Not even a minute later, the White Fang soldiers could be heard banging on the door. John could feel the dagger blade press against his neck, warning him to stay silent. After a minute, the door was forced opened, and the soldiers could be heard searching the house. After a few minutes of finding nothing, they left. Several minutes later, they could be heard reporting back to the first soldier, presumably their leader.

"We can't find him anywhere, sir. We're assuming he escaped. What should we do with the girl?"

"She's a traitor, and traitors need to be punished. But there's no reason why we can't have a little fun with her punishment, right?" He finished the last sentence with a sinister chuckle. The other two soldiers began to laugh sinisterly at that. Rachel's eyes widened as the two soldiers began to approach her. Quickly, she pulled out her dagger and tried to stab the man holding her, only for him to catch her arm. Yanking the dagger out of her grasp, he struck her with the pommel before throwing it out of reach.

"Now then, you little traitor, let's have some fun" said the leader, before all three of them began to beat on her.

For over an hour, John was forced to do nothing but listen to Rachel's screams and gasps of pain as the soldiers hit her repeatedly, as well as her cries for someone, anyone, to help her. No help came. Eventually, they moved on to torturing her in other ways, ways that John didn't know anything about until later. He was made to listen as she sobbed and moaned while the soldiers violated her, yet still no help came. John desperately wanted to run to her aid, but the strange elderly woman kept the dagger firmly placed against his neck, trapping him in the dark hidden room with her. Finally, after an eternity, the soldiers grew tired of hurting her, and killed her. The woman waited for another half an hour before reaching up and pressing a space in the wall beside her, opening the panel of wall in front of them. After checking outside of the window, she finally lowered the dagger from his neck. John saw Rachel's body on the ground, and he was nearly sick. Her naked body was a mass of bruises and broken bones, with blood everywhere. It was a sight that would haunt him for the rest of his life. Turning around, he finally got a good look at the woman that saved his life at the cost of his best friend.

She looked to be around grandma Weiss's age, but shorter, possibly around 4'9". The strangest thing about her was her hair and eyes, which were pink on one side and brown on the other. She wore multiple beaded necklaces, and an outfit consisting of the colors pink, brown, and white, giving John the impression of Neopolitan ice cream, a dessert he had once after Mr. Sun had come back with some of the other adults on a supply run. All in all, she was a very strange woman. John glared at her as he asked the one question weighing heavily on his mind.

"Why wouldn't you let me help her? She's dead now because of you!" The Neopolitan woman simply gave him a look that said _are you seriously asking me this?_ John waited impatiently for an answer, but she only gave him that look. Finally, he had enough.

"Aren't you going to say anything?" Instead of responding, she made a gesture with her thumb and pointer finger that signaled him to lower his voice. Then, she pointed to her throat and shook her head. He finally got the message. _I can't speak._ Now understanding her silence, he started to calm down a little. But still...

"I still don't understand. Why wouldn't you let me help her?" She simply glared at him and pointed at the window, indicating Rachel. _You would've ended up just like her. Is that what you wanted?_

"Okay, but couldn't you have done something?" John asked, desperately trying to make sense of all of this cruelty. She sighed, before pointing to herself, then pointing out the window, before waving her arm in a wide sweeping motion, indicating the city._ Look at me. I'm old, and alone. There are more of those soldiers in the city. They're everywhere._ Sighing in defeat, John simply sat down against the wall and began to cry. After a moment, she awkwardly placed a hand on his shoulder in an attempt to comfort him. It was obvious that she wasn't used to comforting children, or anyone, really. Finally, John mumbled something about wanting to go home. She tapped him to get his attention, then pointed at him, before pointing at the window with a questioning look. _Where do you live?_

"I live in a cave in the Emerald forest. Rachel and I had snuck out to go exploring because all of the adults were being boring and none of the other kids wanted to play with us. Can you help me get home?" he asked, a hopeful expression on his face. The woman looked thoughtful for a moment, then nodded. She held up one finger, signaling him to wait a moment, before going into another room. After a moment, she came back with a white parasol on her shoulder, and a sour expression on her face.

"What's wrong? And what kind of umbrella is that?" John asked, having never seen a parasol before. She held up one finger, pointed out the window, made violent motions, then gestured to the room she just came from, before gesturing to the rest of the house. _To answer your first question, those soldiers wrecked everything in that room, and probably the rest of my house! _John gave an 'oh' before nodding in understanding. She then held up two fingers before opening the parasol and shading herself with it while standing in a dainty pose. It reminded him of a picture he saw in one of Ms. Blake's books, where two women were walking in a park wearing weird clothes and holding those weird umbrellas. After holding that pose for a moment, she closed the parasol and, grinning wickedly, she slid a long blade out of the front, surprising John. She then retracted the blade, before pulling it out of the parasol, letting him see the full blade.

"Whoa, that is pretty cool! I never would've guessed that was a weapon!" She cringed at his voice raising in excitement, motioning him to quiet down while checking the window for soldiers. Seeing there were none, she handed John his dagger back, then motioned for him to lead the way.

John stepped out of the house, trying not to look at the broken remains of his best friend. After getting his bearings, he set off in the direction they came from. Somehow, they arrived at the place where they first entered the city without incident. It was then that John noticed that the branch they dropped down from was lying on the ground, broken. Now what? Just as he was about to ask the Neopolitan woman what she thought, the three soldiers from before stepped out from behind some crates, one of them dropping off a large saw beside a ladder leaning against a nearby house.

"We finally found you, human! And look, you brought us another human! Now we can kill you both!" They laughed at that, slowly advancing on them. The two humans continued to back up until their backs hit the wall of the city. The woman held up her parasol, ready to fight. John held onto her, scared. He just wanted to go home. They had to leave, but there wasn't anywhere to run, not with the three soldiers advancing on them. They had to escape, somehow. But how? _Please, please, please get us out of here. We just need to escape. Escape, escape, ESCAPE! _ John suddenly felt something shift inside of him. Just as the strange woman he was holding onto got ready to attack, the whole world suddenly blinked out of existence, like the blink of an eyelid, before they found themselves on the other side of the wall they had backed against. The two stood there for a moment in confusion, before the woman pointed to him, silently asking him if he did that. John just stood there dumbly for a moment, before it finally sunk in that he actually was the one that got them outside the city. Slowly, he nodded an affirmative.

They ran into a few Grimm on the way back, but the strange woman always quickly killed them all. John could only stare in awe at his strange savior. The way she fought was so different from his father's, yet he could see that it was still extremely effective. _I wonder if I could learn both of their styles? Are there any others I could learn? I want to master as many as I can! Maybe then I will be strong, strong enough that no one else will get hurt. _As they began to get near the cave, they ran into a search party that was looking for him and Rachel. While they were relieved to see him safe and unharmed, they immediately grew concerned and saddened when they heard about her demise. The two of them were escorted back to the cave, where he had to tell his story to everyone. Surprisingly, Ms. Blake and grandma Weiss were initially hostile to Ms. Neo, as he decided to call her. After hearing about how she saved him, they were still wary of her, but decided to trust her. According to them, she had dealings with some thief named Roman Torchwick back when they were young. John didn't care.

Ms. Neo decided to stay with them, since she was seen escaping with a wanted human. After a week, which was spent doing extra chores as punishment for running off, as well as repeating his story a couple more times, John woke up to discover that Ms. Blake, Mr. Sun, and Rachel's parents were all gone. Nobody knew where they went, as they got up early and left without a word. Concerned, Richard gathered a few others and left to try to find them. Later that day, close to evening time, they finally returned. Apparently, the four of them had walked right into the city and started killing every White Fang soldier they could find. Between the four of them, they had killed over four hundred soldiers before Adam Taurus himself showed up with a battalion of his elite soldiers. Although the Ms. Blake and the others put up a good fight, they were still no match for Adam and his soldiers. John was really sad to hear that they died, but his dad comforted him by saying that it was much better that they died in battle, rather than be captured and tortured to death. John hoped that those three soldiers that killed Rachel were among the slain.

Time passed, with the survivors changing homes every now and then. John continued to grow. With practice, he discovered that his semblance was, indeed teleportation. He only had a range of a few feet, but he discovered that he could use it again almost immediately after reappearing without any trouble, as long as he didn't go very far. He had mastered his father's fighting style, as well as Ms. Neo's. He was proficient in a couple of styles of unarmed combat, and he was working on developing his own technique with the katana. Unfortunately, he was having some trouble, since the sword his dad gave him was too heavy. On his fifteenth birthday, his father gave him a wakizashi sword, which is like a small katana. His new sword was 20 inches long and could shift into a handgun capable of firing different dust rounds. In addition to this, he also received a book that originally belonged to Ms. Blake, detailing the history of different swords. One section in particular caught his eye. It detailed how the different swords were made. Gathering an old sword that his dad gave him to practice with, and some discarded material from the machine some of the old scientists were making, John left to go to the abandoned city they were nearby.

He had been to this city a couple of times in the past few years, and knew his way around fairly well. After a few minutes of walking, and a few dead Grimm later, he finally found what he was looking for, a weapons repair shop. This shop had an advertisement stating that it could do any customization as well. After flipping a few switches in the power box, and replacing a few dust crystals, the power came on. Grinning, John got to work.

After a few hours of work, John was finally finished. In his hands was a sword that resembled a katana, with a few differences. The blade was slightly longer than a normal katana, and it was much lighter, due in part to John infusing gravity dust in the blade and hilt. Taking his new sword to an open area used for trying out weapons, he gave it a few experimental swings. Grinning, John placed it in the sheath he had made for it. _Oh yeah, this is definitely going to work. Now I will master that style for sure! _He continued to use his new sword to kill any Grimm he came across, before finally arriving home in time to show off his new sword and eat dinner.

Two more years passed. John perfected his new technique, and was now capable of using his custom sword to swing at nearly the speed of sound. He named his sword Judgment, his normal katana Wrath, and his wakizashi/handgun Mercy. For his personal emblem he chose the Shnee family snowflake, but on fire and partially melted.

The scientists have finally finished their machine, which turns out to be a time machine. Since John was their best fighter, he was chosen to be the one to use it. His mission was clear. He was to go back in time to a week before Beacon academy's last school dance, and he had to find and kill Cinder Fall, Emerald Sustrai, and Mercury Black. Due to the stresses that would be caused by time travel, the pod would not be able to make a return trip, meaning he had to get this right, because he would be stuck in the past. After saying goodbye to his parents and friends, including Ms. Neo, who he considered to be a very good friend, John got into the time pod, and was sent into the past.

There were no windows on the pod, so all John saw was darkness. However, he could hear the metal of the pod straining and groaning, as it was slowly being crushed and warped. Suddenly, all sound stopped, and for a moment, John wondered if he was dead. Then, he felt his pod go into free fall for a moment, before crashing into the ground and breaking open. _Oww, I wish their calculations could've warned them about that. That hurt! _John slowly got up and looked around. He saw Beacon academy directly in front of him. Instead of old ruins, it stood proudly, a symbol of hope and learning. John knew he had to ensure that it continued to stand in his time. With a determined stride, he walked into Beacon.

Finding Cinder and her cohorts was surprisingly easy. He had seen their pictures before traveling, so he knew what they looked like. He saw Mercury walk past him almost immediately after walking in, so he simply tailed him to what appeared to be a combat class. Before the class could start, John asked the stern looking blonde teacher if he could speak to Cinder, Emerald, and Mercury. She studied him for a moment, before asking him who he is.

"I am a messenger from another school, here to give them a private message. Please, ma'am, it's extremely important that I give them this message" he said.

"Hmm, although you appear to be a first year student, I can't say I recall seeing you before. Fine, but make it quick" she replied. John thanked her, and she called them down and they stepped outside the classroom.

"What's up?" Mercury asked. John could tell that they knew something was up. _I'd better make this quick._

"I'll be brief. I have traveled a long way, because I heard about your plans for Beacon," at this point their eyes went wide, before Cinder narrowed her eyes in suspicion.

"Who are you?" she asked. John merely smirked at her before unsheathing Judgement.

"A messenger from the future, here to tell you to do everyone a favor and die now!" he said, before attacking. They were good, but the speed that he swung his sword with surprised him, and he managed to kill Emerald before they could react. Mercury parried his next strike, but John switched his sword to his left hand, before unsheathing Mercy and switching it to gun form. Switching his weapons in his hands, so that Mercy was in his left hand, he slashed at Mercury before teleporting behind him when he went to block, then shot the back of his head before he realized what happened. Sheathing Mercy, he turned to face Cinder. She summoned two glass swords, and attacked him.

She was good, he had to give her that. No matter where he teleported, she was able to keep up with him. Back and forth they fought, but neither side was willing to give. Suddenly, the door behind Cinder opened, surprising her and knocking her forward, allowing John to stab her in her stomach, before twisting the sword and ripping it out through the side, severing her spine as he did so. As she fell, he looked up to see the stern blonde teacher from earlier glaring at him. John gulped. This woman easily put grandma Weiss's glares to shame.

"You're no messenger, are you? Explain yourself, _now_" she demanded, putting extra emphasis on the word now. _This is going to be a long day, _he thought.

He started to tell her his story, only for her to stop him before he could really get started. Rather, she got a rather portly professor with a large mustache to watch her class, then took him into an elevator to the top floor of Beacon tower. Stepping out, he found himself in a strange office full of rotating gears, with an enigmatic man with silver hair and a cane sitting at a large desk. Pouring himself a mug of coffee, the man introduced himself as professor Ozpin, headmaster of Beacon. The blonde, introduced as professor Goodwitch, explained what she saw. Raising an eyebrow, he asked for John's side of the story. He told him, and, surprisingly, he believed him. Ozpin contacted the police, and combined with the remains of the time pod and the lack of any kind of information on John, the police had no choice but to believe him. While he wasn't officially under arrest, he still had to stay in a jail cell until they knew what to do with him. _Mission accomplished and I'm in jail for it. At least the city and school will be ok. Rachel, I actually did it..._

After a month in jail, the guard came to tell him that someone is here for him. Curious, John followed the guard, only to find professor Ozpin there waiting for him, with an offer to attend his school. Seeing no better options, he accepted.

Since all of the teams were full, John was on a team by himself. Instead, he would fill in on other teams when one of their members were sick, or accompany teams on missions that were more difficult and could use an extra hand. Soon, John had built up a reputation as the top huntsman in Beacon. After angering him once, even team CRDL learned to respect him, although their respect came more from fear of him than anything else.

Eventually, John fell in love with a young huntress by the name of Ruby Rose. A few months after graduating, they were married. In time, they had a son, who eventually, became the leader of his own team, consisting of himself, the son of Weiss and Neptune, the daughter of Yang and a skilled inventor and huntsman named Alan Hamilton, and the daughter of Blake and Sun. Weiss went on to take over the Shnee dust company, and gave Blake the position of managing human-faunus relations. With the help of Blake, the Shnee dust company was well on its way to being a well respected company.

Two days left until the start of their second semester at Beacon, the children of team RWBY were exploring in one of the warehouses of the Shnee dust company, something they had always done since they were kids. While there, Yang's daughter accidentally leaned on a control panel, pressing a button, causing a crane to drop a large container of dust onto several containers of dust, bursting them open and causing the dust to fly everywhere. John and Ruby's son accidentally breathed some of it in, causing a chain reaction of all of the different types of dust. There was a large explosion, destroying the warehouse and setting off the rest of the dust inside, fueling the explosion and engulfing the children of team RWBY inside.

**This chapter was WAY too hard to write! I don't think I did near as good on this as I did last chapter. This was pretty much just setting up for the main story, which the kids will be the main characters of. That's why I didn't reveal their names this chapter, because this chapter belonged to John. Now, the reason John and his dad have their semblances the way they are is because Winter mentioned to Weiss that they are one of the few families that inherit their semblance, which got me to thinking, what would happen if a member of that kind of family married a member of another family with a generational semblance? What kind of semblance would their child have? So I tried to combine the semblances as best as I could. I hope I did well. Anyway, sorry if this chapter isn't up to par, but I finally got the bulk of the groundwork done! Woohoo! If you would like, please leave a review telling me how I can improve, or how much you like the story, or whatever. Seriously, this chapter was a pain to write. Any suggestions to make these kinds of chapters easier to write would be very welcome. See you next time!**


End file.
